LORDM AJOR, 


AND 


R ECORDER 


As alſothe BATT L E ROY AL between threeClergy-Men; 
i 1 had been Printed ſooner had the Authour dar'd to Pub- 


liſh it. 
Li: M: Ray Mr Recorder, 
Who gave you that order 
To witl-huld Mr. Man from his Duty : 
And to keep G#ty Sword 
From hearing Gods Wor ? 
I muſt tell you Sr. this does not ſuit ye. 
It's True indeed [ 
My ſelf would deny 
When Private I Obey my ſuperiors : 
But GN we 2 Boo! all 
If I whe now rule all 
Should forgoe due reſpet from Inferror-. 
Mr R---.--, My Lord your high Station 
Exadcs this Confe/ſio1: 


That yourLordſhip ſhould havedueObedzence : 


Bur the Law's of _— l 
Am a Cm Pp 
1 hat Sr. Humphry muſt give = Las. 
Gook, Flowden, and Keble 
Give reaſons not feeble 
And | their , muſt ſay here : 
The Sword 1s in Common, 
And thereture Sr. no Man 
Should bear it bur ro Common- Prayer. 
Ld: M: A fart for Epiſile, 
And goſpel © whiſtle 
With Churob Ceremontious Sinners: 
Its envugh that in Morn, 
To Paul's it is born, 
After No:: it ſhall go to Hall Fin ners. 
In >cr'pcure God's Word 
Is co par'd to a Sword, 
And the Sw-rd it;..i Accompany't there: 
I'l; not ſtand 1n awe 
Of Kings Serjeant at Law 
Since I am his MAFESTTS Majrr. 
A. R----. My Lord uſe your own Senſe 
I have diſcharg'd my Conſcrence 
And expound'd the Law to the People: 
I never did fail yet 
Sending all Sorts to ay! yet, 
Or the Freinds to the Chim iy or Ste eple. 
If you pleaſe, God offend, 
But the Laws of the Lond 
If broken, ſend down many curles : 
From this Szord graunt y-: Powers, 
That ne Blood fall in ſhow'rs, 
As on Whitny the Blood of His Horſes. 
LA. M. Well Sr its no matter, 
Let us talk of 't here a'ter, 


When theſe Judgments com down,not before: 


I muſt in Sr an.! chide well , 
And ſend Old: Elks to Bridewell, 
And give order for IWhipping the Poor. 
_Mv. —_—_ And 1'l] to the Hall 
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paſs Sentence on All, 
And cot your place will not fail ye : 
Do as you think fitting, 
Have the Sword to the Meerrng, 
I'll uſe't to ſome Tune at th' Old: B.yly. 


The BATT LE ROYAL. 


To the Tune of, a Soldier aud a Sailour. 


A Dean and Prebendary 
Had once a new-vagary, 


And where at d .ubtful Strife Sir 


Who led the better life Sir, 
And was the better Man. 


The Dean, he ſaid that truly, 
Since Blaff was ſo unruly, 
He'd prove it to his Face Sir, 
That He had the moſt grace Sir, 
And ſo the Fight began. 


When Preb — reply 'd like Thunder, 
And roar'd out 'twas no wond-r, 
For Gods the Dean had Three Sir, 
And more by Two then He Sir, 
For He hac! pot but Qae. 


Now as theſe Two were rageinz, 
And in diſputes engageing, 
The Maſter of the Charter, 
Said both had caught a T.:4ar, 
For God: !:at there wore 1...7., 


And all the Book: :- loſes, 
Were nothing but -uppi fer, 
And he deſcrv'd rebake Sir, 
Who wiote the Penteteuch Sir, 
"Twas nohing but 2 Sth, 


And as for Father Alan, 
With Mrs. Eve his Madam, 
AnJ what the Serpent $j.oke Sir, 
Twas nothing but a Joke Sir, 
An we:l invented Flatm 


As thus in Battle Royal, 

Not o!e wouid ke de nya, 

The Dame for whome they itrove Sir, 
Could neither of 'em love Sir, 


For all had given oftence. 


She therefore ſlighly waiting, FO 
Left all Three Fools a prateing, g 
And being in a fright Sir, 
RELIGION took her flight Sir, 

And ne're was heard ol Since, 


LOND ON, EG in the Year, 1698. 


